——— es 1 n 


TEMPLE OF HEALTH, © 


A POETIC VISION 


Occaſioned by the univerſal Joy expreſſed on his Majeſty's moſt happy Recovery. 
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TO l 0 


E 


THE QUEEN's MOST EXCELLENT MAJESTY, 
THIS FIRST EFFUSION 
OF A LOYAL AND JOYFUL HEART, 
HUMBLY DEDICATED 


By HER MajJzsTY's MOST DUTIFUL, MOST LOYAL, AND MOST OBEDIENT 


SUBJECT AND SERVANT, 


Tux AUTHOR. 
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TEMPLE OF HEALTH, 


POETIC VISION. 


ITH Joy we hail'd the day that Heav'n reſtor'd 
The beſt of Kings, by every heart ador'd, 


Light-wing' with happineſs it took it's flight, 


And mirth and pleaſure cheer'd the gloomy night, 

Through ev'ry loyal breaſt new tranſport run, 

And with ten thouſand lights our turrets ſhone ; 
| 3 | Fatigued 
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Fatigued at length I ſunk in ſoft repoſe, 
And ſoon the ſcene again before me roſe. 


I croſt in thought a rough and boiſt rous main, | 


And landed fafe upon a flow'ry plain 

A glorious building to my ſight appear'd, 
High to the ſkies it's lofty tow'rs were rear'd, 
The ſhining ſides were form'd of poliſh'd ſtone, 


On which the Sun's bright beams reflected ſhone ; 


Juſt in the midſt a mighty portal ſpread, 

That to a ſpacious ſplendid temple led;. 

High at the top a lofty altar ſtood, 

Unftain'd with gore, and undefil'd with blood, 


The ſnowy ſides with blooming flowrs were bound, 


And the high pile a wreath of laurel crown'd - 
I look d amaz'd, and ſoon a ſage I ſaw, 

His beard deſcended white as falling ſnow, * 
Calm was his lock, and o'er his aged head, 


The hand of Time thin hoary locks had dag a 


But with the fluſh of health his features glow 3 5 
And n and firmneſs every motion | ſhow's; 


Great 
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O let on us thy healing arts be tried; 
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Great Æſculapius ſoon with joy I knew; 


Near him a blooming maid appear'd in view, 


With youthful beauty ſhone the ſmiling dame, 
Goddeſs of health; Hygiza was her name: 
A thouſand vot'ries croud the temple round, 


And through the dome diſcordant cries reſound, 


I heard the ſhriek of agonizing pain, 


And ſaw delirium ſhake her galling chain; 
Diſeaſe in every ſhape before me roſe, 


Amaz'd awhile I view'd the train of woes, 


I mourn'd the ills that on frail mortals wait, 


And wept mankind's uncertain, helpleſs ſtate; 


At laſt the ſickly train addreſs d the fair, | 
Hear Goddeſs! Hear! they cried; our humble pray'r r 


And thou bright Phœbus, glorious pow'r divine, 
That on our lower world delights to ſhine, 


O deign to us thy powerful aid to give, 
And bid at eaſe thy wretched ſuppliants live! 
Then bending to the ſage they trembling cried; 


Before 
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| Before thy hand bid pale diſeaſe retire, 
And kindle in our frames life's genial fire ; 


Sb earth's moſt diſtant bounds ſhall hail thy name. 


And ages far remote proclaim thy fame. 

While yet they ſpoke a glorious band I faw 
Approach, and bend before the maid with awe; 
BRITANN1a's GEN1US rear'd her lofty head, 
And kneeling to the Goddeſs, thus ſhe ſaid: 
| Behold me kneel, who never knelt before, 

And at thy feet thy powerful aid implore rb A: 
To ſave a kingdom and a King reſtore ; . 8 1 
See here before thee England's heroes bow, 
To fave their country from diſtreſs and woe, 
They leave their ſacred manſions in the ſkies; | 
O hear their prayer! attend their mournful cries! 
From Albion's ſhore O drive the fiend Deſpair, 
And make her Monarch thy peculiar care, 
Far from his couch let pain and grief retire, 
And wake again life's half-extinguiſh'd fire; 
Then through the land to thee ſhall altars riſe, 
And thy lov'd name ring echoing in the ſkies, 


While 
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While thus ſhe ſpoke, the firſt ſad train withdrew,” 
And ſoon a ſtately ſhade approach'd to view, 
I inſtant ALR ED in the figure knew; 
Wide o'er his breaſt a flowing beard appear, 
And high aloft. the Cambrian harp he rear'd, 
In his left hand a code of laws he held, 
3 His martial port the glorious ſhade reveal'd; 
While I amaz'd, the mighty form ſurvey'd;' 
He rais'd his head, and thus ſedate he ſaid * 
Fair Goddeſs hear thy ſuppliant's requeſt. 
O grant thy help to Albion's King diſtreſt! 
Leet pale diſeaſe forſake the Monarch's bed, | 
And round his brows thy healing influence ſhed ; Sa : 
O let him longer to his Realms be given! . 
Nor claim as yet his glorious ſeat in heaven: "MY 


Let him remain, till age with flow advance ls 8 5 
Shall call on Death, and bid him point his lance: a ” 
Like me, then full of years and honors die, 
And join his great forefathers in the {ky. - 

le ceas d; and ſoon another form appear'd, 

And to the goddeſs thus his ſuit prefer d; oO 
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And quick a mighty form appear'd in view, 
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All- powerful queen, great England's King reſtore | 


And make the kingdom what it was before, 


When I, with luſtre fill'd'the regal feat, N 
And ſa the French and Scots, beneath my feetz 


But not like GEORGE in private life I ſhone, 
And with domeſtic virtues fill d the throne; 


Twas war alone that brought my bofom joy, 
Slaughter and conqueſt did my thoughts employ ;z 


I deem'd the peaceful arts beneath my care, 


And bent my mind alone to blood and war; 


In GeoRGce's reign let both. united riſe, 


And . WE 


For this great purpoſe ſtretch, thy powertul hand, 
And give the Sovereign to his mourning land, 
Then Epward's ſhade ſhall-in ſoft Wt reſt, | 
And happy England be compleatly bleſt. 

He ſaid; and mix'd among the We crew, = 


The warlike Henzvy's ſhade with joy I knew ; 
I faw the King with martial ſtep. advance, 
High on his helm he nnn arms of France, 


* 
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Approaching to the Dame with ſolemn tread, 
Bending his knee, thus to the Queen he ſaid; | 

O powerful fair! to bleſs frail mortals given, 
Thou blooming daughter of indulgent Heaven; 
In ev 'ry clime, in ev'ry age implord, 

By ev'ry voice throughout the earth ador'd ; 
Without thy aid the world no joy can give, 

No bliſs can man from wealth, or power receive: 
When thou, bright Goddeſs, tak ſt thy rapid flight, 
The fun himſelf ſeems quench'd in ſhades of night, 
To the ſick eye, the flow rs no. longer blow, 

Or to the ear, the ſtrains melodious flow ; / 
This, this alas! with grief, and woe I found, 
As pale I lay, with Conqueſt, Victory crown'd 
My aching brows with wreaths of Laurel bound, 
While flow diſcaſe confum'd my waſting frame, 
Senſeleſs I lay of Honor, or of Fame, 

No joy could then my feeble boſom move, 

And ev'n extinguiſh d ſeem'd my Country's love, 
But now in Death i it burns with brighter flame, 


Dearer chan Conqueſt, Glory, Honor, Fame,. 
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That, bids me here a humble ſuppliant bend, 


O'er England King, fair Queen thy power extend ; 
Diſpell the pains that preſs the Monarch down, 
Bid him reſume again the regal throne; | 
Let him fpread wide once more his high command, 
And bleſs again a loyal, faithful land. 

The Monarch ceas'd, and riſing flow retir'd, 

Thi aſtoniſh'd band the mighty Chief admir'd - 
Again I look d and ſaw a figure me, / 
Unuſual brilliance darted from her eyes ; | 
Around her form-a beamy radiance oven; * 
And ſpark ling glories play d above her head. 
| Before her, Fame a brazen trumpet blew, 
And on the air, her azure garments flew, 
But down her face the ſtreams of ſorrow roll, 
And deepeſt anguiſh ſeem'd to rend her ſoul, | 
Slo ſhe advanc'd, and lowly bending down, 
Held forth a Sceptre, and a regal crown; 

Hear, hear my prayer! aloud the Viſion cries, | 
Bid from his couch, great England's Monarch riſe, 5 
Oer a glad realm again extend his m7 | 4 
And teach a willing gle to obey; * 


Then 
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Then ſhall my much-lov'd State her power maintain, 
And her proud fleets unrivall'd ride the main, 
Through ev'ry clime her glory ſhall be known; 
As when of old I fill'd the regal throne ;: 
For me, by Heav'ns command the winds aroſe, 
And whelm'd beneath the deep my daring foes :: 
1 O may the land as then, it's favor prove, 
And gain the Sovereign to his people's love; | M 
For this, O Goddeſs, we thy aid implore, 55 | 
Relieve his pains, his wonted health reſtore, 25 
So every tongue thy honor'd name ſhall hail,. 
And Britons. yet unborn, repeat the tale. 
She ſaid, and ſlowly rais d her ſcepter d hand; 
Then fad retiring join d the ſuppliant band. 


Next Anxa's phantom ſtruck my wond'ring eyes. 
Solemn, and flow I ſaw the ſhade ariſe, 
Upon the air her mournful voice ſhe ſent; 
Then low beneath the Goddeſs feet ſhe bent, 
From her ſad boſom ſighs unnumber'd broke, 
And humbly to the Queen of Health ſhe ſpoke”: 
Did grief, ſhe cried; ſtop Anna's vital breath? 
And. muſt her ſorrows never ceaſe in death * 
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Not deeper anguiſh fill'd this tortur'd breaſt, 
When dying Gloster in my arms I preſt, 

Not when I faw his quivering ſpirit fly, 

And Death's black curtain. drop upon his eye, 

Than now I feel for Bæuxswick's hapleſs line, 

Stretch pow'rful maid we pray thy hand divine. 

In life's full bloom the Monarch's father died : 
Call'd from the world in all his youthful pride: 

O ſave the Son! my deareſt Country ſave, 
And ſnatch the Sovereign from the greedy grave ! 

Then ſhall my ſoul again be fill'd with joy, 
And thy lov 'd name ſhall every tongue employ; "Je; 
Gladneſs ſhall then in every breaſt ariſe, 

As when my banner waving to the ſkies, 

On Gallia's coaſt rais'd high the Engliſh fame, 

And bade the ſtars proclaim her glorious name. 

Bhe ſaid; and ſoon the doors wide-open flew, 
The healing God himſelf appear'd i in view; 
| Aloft his Lyre, and Laurel Crown he rais'd, 

Around his head a thouſand ſun-beams blaz'd ; 

With pity on the croud he bent his look, 

And as he ſpoke the lofty Temple ſhook: | 


Haſte 
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Haſte Goddeſs ! Haſte, to Rigby mucks lov'd * 

To him thy aid, thy timely ſuccour bring, 

Bid health again reanimate his frame, 

And light once more life's feeble quiv'ring flame: 

Thou, Aſculapius, on the maid attend, 

To Albion's realm thy kind aſſiſtance lend ; 

The ſuff'ring Monarch to his people give, | 

And bid in health and peace the Sovereign live. 

While thus he ſaid, I ſaw the powers obey, 

And ſwift to England's ſhore direct their way; 

Thick ſable miſt obſcured the blooming maid, 

| Andveil'd her perſon in impervious ſhade ; 

A mortal's ſhape the Heav'nly ſage conceal'd, 

And inſtant W1LL1s' figure I beheld ; 

I faw him ſlow approach the languid King, 

And pale diſeaſe unwilling take her wing : 

Again with health and ſtrength his features ſhone ; 

I ſaw him mount again his regal throne ; 

To ſongs of gladneſs London's towers reſound, 

And mirth and pleaſure fill the Kingdom round, 
Again upon the dome my eyes I bent, 

When lo! the pile with ſhouts of joy was rent, 


And 
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And glorious Phoebus, burſting from a cloud, 

With lofty voice addreſs'd the joyful-croud'; | 

a Behold the Monarch to his people given, 

With lowly rev'rence hail the pow'r of Heaven; 

Long, long ſhall GzoRGe adorn the Britſh throne, 

And long his ſway his-happy ſubjects own ;: 

And when at length he claims his kindred ſkies,. 

Behold. like him another Gon ſhall riſe; 

Il ke him juſt, pious, good, the nation's boaſt, 

With all his youthful, early follics loſt; = 

As he doth now, great Henry once appear d, 

Who high to Heav'n the Engliſh glory rear d; 

Like him, the. Prance ſhall bleſs the regal throne, * 

The land with pride, his love and care ſhall own :: 

Mark what I ſay !. and know my word is Fats, 

Thou Guardian Genius of the Britiſh ſtate; 

Raiſe, raiſe your voice, bid all his ſubjects ſing, | 

High Heaven for ever bleſs Great Britain's much-lov'd King... 
Sleep could no more my happineſs: contain, 1 05 
No more the flowing tide of joy reſtrain; 

Inſtant the Phantoms from my ſight withdrew, 

Waking, I found the glorious Viſion TRUE... 


PEN "WHT END... 


